176                  A BEAT FOR SMALL GAME.

thermometer in our tents registered one hundred
and two degrees at mid-day. The heat made one
very thirsty, so that the pop of the soda-water-
bottle was to be heard at all hours of the day.
Having no ice, we cooled our drink by placing
the bottles into an empty crate and covering
them with straw; the crate was hung by ropes to
the largest branch of a tree, arid water poured
over it at intervals, whilst a native swung it back-
ward and forward by another rope. Sometimes
the swinger would go to sleep or neglect his
work, but the next customer for a drink invari-
ably found him out by the temperature of the
liquid, and would visit his wrath on fhe body of
the delinquent.

There was a very fine-looking junglet here, and
some distance from the place, where we tied up for
tigers; so, as there was no fear of disturbing; these
beasts, we therefore organised a beat for small game
in this other direction, and went oif about half-past
three in order to shoot in the cool,of the evening.
No doubt there was lots of game about, as we